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HIGHLAND: RERL, 


CER T4 


DUET T I---Charly and Moggy. 


Char. 


Mog. 
Both. 
Char. 
Mog. 
B. 


Mog. 


Cbar. 


Both. 


Char, 
Miog. 
Beth. 


"EF HE Lamband the Heifer are taking 


their reſt, 
The Lark ;and the Sparrow lie ſnug 
in their neſt. 
Puſſy dozes, 
And ſo does my dogg 
All are ſnoaring but Charley 
And Moggy. 

We wake to love before it is day, 
Come my dearelt ! | 

I come my dear, 
We mult be tripping away. 


No portion, dear Charley, if 1 marry 
thee 

My little old daddy will give unto me; 

Will love cool, if you take me fo barely ? 


Mog in her eher 1s welcome to Char- 


ley! | 
We wake to love before it is day. 
Come my deareſt! 
| I come my dear, 
We muſt be tripping away, 


AIR 
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Al R. II.—SHelty. 
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When I've money I am merry, 
When I've none I'm very ſad, * 3 
When I'm ſober Iam civil, x 
When I'm drunk I'm roaring mad, 7 


With my fal lal tidle tum, 
Likewiſe toodle teedle tum, 
Not forgetting tither-1i 
And alſo folderoodle-um. 


When diſputing with a puppy, 
} convince him with a rap; 
And when romping with a girl, 
By accident I—tear a cap. | | 


With my fal la], &c. 


Gadzooks ! I will never marry, 
I'm a lad that's bold and free, 
Yer I love a pretty girl, 
A pretty girl is fond of me. 


With my fal lal, &c. 


There's a maiden in a corner, * 
Round and ſound, and plump and fat, 

She and ! drink tea together, 
But no matcer, fir, for that. 


With my fal lal, &c, 


If this maiden be with bairn, 
As 1 do ſuppoſe ſhe be, 
Like good pappy I mult learn 
Je dandle Jacky on my knee. 


With my fal lal, &c, 
AIR 


5 
DUETT III. —Cbarley and MeCilpin. 


? 
4 MeCil. Thy ſecrets to thy kind maſter t Il. 
; Char. I love a maid. | | 
: ETD Is ſhe full of play ? 
3 Char. No kid more gameſome. 
9 


Mc*G1l. W here does ſhe dwell ? 


Char. Lang, twango. dillo, 
| Twang, lango, dillo-day. 


4 M*Gil. If you're in love, boy, you're not te 
blame. | 
| Char. As much, kind Sir, I have heard yow 
| ſa 5 
I love my change . 

MGil. Ay, what's her name? 

Char. Lang, twango, dillo, 

Twang, lango, dillo-day. 


Char. My Chriſtmas-box--- 1 
Mil. | Oh, I underſtand ; "| 
Thy faithful ſervices I will pay; w 
Here's five bright ſhillings--- _ 
Char. Here's my hand. 
Mil. Lang, twango, dillo, 
Twang, lango, dillo-day. 


A I R IV. arch. 


OH ! had I Allan Ramſay's art 
To ſing my paſſions tender; 
In ev'ry verſe ſhe'd read my heart, 
Such ſoothing ſtrains I'd ſend her; 
B Nor 
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Nor his, nor gentle Rizzio's aid, 
To ſhew, is all a folly, 

How much I love the charming maid, 
Sweet Jane of Griſipoly. 


She makes me know what all deſire 
With ſuch bewitching glances, 
Her modeſt air then checks my fire, 

And ſtops my bold advances. 
Meek as the lamb, on yonder lawn, 
Yet by her conquer'd wholly, 
For ſometimes ſprightly as the fawn, 
Sweet Jane of Griſipoly. 
11. 
My ſenſes ſhe's bewilder'd quite, 
I ſeem an amorous ninnv, 
A letter to a friend I write, 
For Sandy, I ſign Jenny. 
Laſt Sunday when from church I came, , 
With looks demure and holy, j 
I cry'd, when aſk'd the text to name, 
IT'was Jane of Griſipoly. 


My Jenny is no fortune great, 
And I am poor and lowly, 
A ſtraw for pow'r and grand eſtate, 
Her perlon | love ſolely. 
From ev'ry ſordid ſelfiſh view, 
So free my heart is wholly, } 
And ſhe is kind as I am true, 
Sweet Jane of Griſipoly. 


; „ 
AIR V. -Jeuny. 


SUCH pure delight my boſom knows, 
My ah are due to heaven and thee; 
With gratitude my heart o'erflows, 

Kind agent of its clemency { 
Humanity ! thou good ſypreme, 

To chace the orphan's tear away ; 

Alike the bright, all-cheering beam, 
Brings comfort from the God | of day, 


AIR VI. Tx1o.---8helty, Sandy and Jenny. 


Jen. EXCUSE a fond maiden's confeſſion, 
Shel. Her bluſhes exhibit her bliſs ; 

Yang, My joy is too great for expreſſion! 
Shel. Suppoſe then you ſpeak in a kiſs. 
Jen. Affections, molt pure, now unite us, 
Sand. Chaſte pleaſures now wait to delight us; 
Shel. The muſick and bottle ['1] bring. 
Sand. The finch and the linnet invite us. 
Shel. Fond turtles ſhould pair in the ſpring, 
All. Affections, &c. 


Sand. Let laſſes by you take example, 

Jen. The lads ſhould take pattern by thee; 

Shel. You give me of love fuch a ſample, 

That married I'll certainly be. 

Jen. Ah! what is the gay-blooming flow'r ? 

Sand. The tranſient ſweets of an hour, 

Jen. and Sand. Compar 'd to the charms of the 
mind? 

Shel. Good humour to charm us has pow'r, 

Sand. When time leaves no beauties behind, 

All. Ah, what is the gay, &c. 


B 2 


( 12 ) 
AIR VII.—Serjeant and Chorus. 


FOR ſoldiers the feaſt prepare, 
Who friends protect and foes annoy, 
What war has won, let's now enjoy, 
Good cheer bright mirth beſtowing, 
Old Sir-loin firſt we'll nobly dare, 
Our hoſt looks round his table, 
His breaſt with friendſhip glowing; 
We jovial Jads whil{ able, 
Rẽeſolv'd to do all honor 
To the donor, 
With courage charge, 
His boil'd and roaſt, 
In goblets large 
Each loyal toaſt 
Wich ſparkling bumpers flowing. 


Let drums beat, and fifes ſound ſhrill, 
Ye clarions lend your ſweeteſt notes, 
Now trumpets rend your filver throats, 


Froclaim in warlike meaſure. 
When the racy bowl we fill 


The fair ſhall do their duty, 
And ſip its balmy treaſure; 
Touch'd by the lip of beauty, 


'Tis now a draught for Hector, 
Tis nectar 


The gods delight. Here's wine and love, 
Like Mars who fight, ſhou'd kits like Jove, 
By turn the ſoldier's pleaſure. 


END OF FIRST ACT. 
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AIR VIII. Jenny. 


WIAr rapture to think on the times we have 
ſeen, 

On the May- day I firſt ſaw my love on the green! 

So charming his face, yet commanding his mien, 

The king was my lover, and Jenny his Queen. 
The garland preſented by Sandy 
More ſweet from the maker, twas Sandy. 


Beneath a gay woodbine with myrtles entwin'd, 
On cowſlips and vi'lets one evening reclin'd, 
So charming a place and a ſeaſon ſo kind, 
He artfully choſe to diſcover his mind, 

So ſweet were the vows of my Sandy, 

I then exchang'd hearts with my Sandy, 


— o F 
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AIR IX.—Moggy. 


My father's houſe is clean and nice, 

My little garden paradiſe; _ 

My chamber deck'd with trinkums fine, 

The window ſpread with jeſſamine. | 
1 have a blackbird gay, 
Oh, he's a pretty fellow, 
He whiſtles ſweet and mellow, 
The live long day, 

4 D My 
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My playful kid, for handſome pets I've many, 
My wanton, bounding, friſking Nanny, 
Next my fav'rite cow: 
Yet I love none half fo well 
As my Charley's gift, my dear Fidel, 
My little bow-wow ! 
Haſte gentle lover, now for you, 


Papa, kid, dog, and chick adieu! 


In town I'll be, my glaſs can tell, 
A monſt'rous flaming married belle; 
The foremoſt in all gameſome bouts, 
At operas, plays, and balls and routs, 
All in my plumage fine : 
Around me ſmarts ſhall flutter, 
About me wha: a clutter! 
ce She's all divine!“ 
They ſing, they dance; to pleaſe me how they 
n 
Whilſt rivals challenge, huff and vapour, 
As birds, all welcome here to woo; 
For Charley's ſake begone cuckoo, 
I'll ne'er create my ſpouſy's thame, 
To ſinge my wings around the flame, 


AIR | X.—Charley. 
Maſter is a pariſh Hector, 


Overſeer, tax-collector; 
To encreaſe his private ſtore, 
Cheats the King and robs the poor ; 
Executor of cid folks' wills, 

Wich orphans” right his bags he fills; 


And 
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And I'll have all, or if not ſo, 
Ah, ha! Oh, oh ! 
Il! have his daughter, that I know 3 
Happy dog, 
O'er fea and bog, 
Smuggle Mog, 
Jog, 
Dog, 
Jig it happy, 


Mog, 
Kiſs a paw to pappy, 


Maſter is a very wiſe man, 

Bailiff, ſinuggler, and exciſeman, 

Cudgel to a poor man's back, 

To the rich a ſupple jack, 

Puts caſh and beggars in the ſtocks, 

And he's at home when Old Nick knocks, 


But I'll have all, &. 


In a ſhip we ſkim like ſwallows, 


In his wherry maſter follows ; 


At the oar he'll toil and tug, 


Whilſt we fit in cabin ſnug ; 


As he ſwears out, oh, how we laugh! 


And kiſs and toy, and toddy quaff. 
For I'll have all, &, 
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AIR XI,---Yenny. 


T HE bleak wind whiſtles o'er the main, 
The ſeaman trolls his jovial ſong, 
He'll ſee his faithful maid again, 
And blyth his tall ſhip rolls along: 
From the maſt-head the cliff he ſpies, 
His joys in pleaſing hopes expand 
The tempelt roars, the billows rife, 
In vain he tacks to make the land: | | 
Relentleſs breakers guard the coaſt, 
His hopes, his ſhip, himſelf, is loſt ! 


AIR XII.---Shelty. 


Boys when J play, cry, oh crimini! 
Shelty's chaunter, ſqueakerimini ! 
In love tunes I'm fo emphatical, 
Fingers ſhaking quiveratical, YA 
7 With agility, n - 
| Grace, gentility, 
Girls ſhake heel and toe ; 
Pipes I tickle ſo: 
My jigs fill a pate, 
Tittilate 
Pretty mate, 
My hops love mirth, young blood circulate. 
Toodle, roodle, roo. 


4 Oh, 


C1) 


Oh, my chaunters ſound ſo prettily; 
Sweeter far than pipes from Italy; 0 
Croſs the Tweed [11 bring by tweedledum; 


Striking foreign flute and fiddle, dunib! 


Modern Rizzi's ſo 
Pleaſe mam's, miſſes, tho? 
Peers can marry ſtrum, 
Act plays very rum, 
I'll puff at ſquare Hanover ; 
Can over 
| Man over, 
All the punny pipes from Italy. | 
Toodle, &c; 


I'm in talk, a pedant, muſical, 
In fine terms, I lug intruſical, 
Slap bravuras, alt, the rage about 
Hayd'n, Mara, opera, ſtage about; 
Oratorios, * 
Cramer's, Florios: 
Things at jubilee, 
Neither he or ſhe, 
Die at Syren's note! 
Tiny throat, 
. Petticoat, 
This is amateur high muſical. 


EN DU of THz SECOND 


T 
AIR XIII. -Sandy. 


Ar dawn I roſe with jocund glee, 
For joyful was the day 
That cou'd this bleſſing give to me, 


Now joy is fled away | 
Jenny ! 


Nor flocks, nor herds, nor ſtores of gold, 
Nor houſe, nor home, have I; 
If beauty muſt be bought and ſold, 
Alas! I cannot buy 
Jenny ! 


II. 
Yet I am rich, if thou art kind, 
So priz'd, a ſmile from thee; 
1 rue love, alone, our hearts ſhall bind, 
Thou'rt all the world to me | 
Jenny ! 


Sweet, gentle maid, tho' patient, meck, 
My lily drops a tear ; 
Ah, raiſe thy drooping head, and ſcek 


Soft peace and coinfort here 
Jenny! 


AIR XIV. Jenny. 


Deareſt youth, this heart will break, 
If cruel foldiers take thee far; 

Why, peaceful home and me, forfake, 
To court the dangers of the war ? 


But 


— 


1 


But all is home, where thou'lt reſort, 
My Sandy's ſmiles ſuch comfort bring; 
The humble village is a court, 
Grac'd by the preſence of a king. 


My ſilken gown, my cotton hoſe, 
My cap of lage, I leave behind; 
My hands and face I muſt expoſe, 
To ſcorching ſun, to rain, and wind: 
With him, I'll meet the blaſt fo keen, 
And ſmile whilſt on the billows toſt ; 


'The heart where love is warm within, 


Enjoys a May in winter's froſt, 
— 
AIR XV.—Serjeant, 


OL D Enlgand! great in arts and arms, 
For manly worth and female charms 
Renown'd has ever been: 
And now the care of bounteous Heaven, 
Has to happy Albion viven, 
A gracious King and Queen: 
In their royal progeny, our bloomingproſpects 
ſmile, 
The fair poſſeſs'd of every grace, 
And in the generous ſons, we trace 
The guardians of our iſle. 


On Creſſy's plains an Edward fought, 

A captive king to London brought ; 
Twas there his olories {hone ; 

Tho' terrible in battle, ne 

Cou'd ſhew by gods like clemency, 


He grac'd the wreath he won. 
Whene' er 
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Whene'er ambition tempts the war, we're 


ready for the field, 
To find a Creſſy ill 3 in France, 
A royal Frederick wields the lance, 


And hold Britannia's ſhield. 


Let Fame record Eliza's days, 

Her trumpet tune to ſongs of praiſe, 
The grand Armada lee : 

The Invincible ſhe overcame, 

And paniſh pride was turn'd to ſhame, 
By Britons great and free. 

Old Neptune, thus exulting, to royal 

William ſpoke, 

If woman once cou'd guard my realm, 
What triumph now, when at my helm, 

I place a heart of oak 

My royal heart of oak ! 


AIR 


( 2x ) 


AIR XVI. Mogey, 


TH O' I am now a very little lad, 
If fighting men cannot be had, 
For want of a better I may do, 
To follow the boys with a rat- tat- too; 
I may ſeem tender, yet I'm tough, 
And tho” not much of me, I'm right good ſtuff 
Of this I'll boaſt, ſay more who can, 
I never was afraid to ſee my man. 
I'm a chicka-biddy, lee, 
Take me now, now, now, 
A merry little he 
For your row-dow-dow | 
Brown Beſs I'll knock about, oh! there's my 
joy, 
With my. knapſack at back, Mike a roving 
oy. 


In my tartan plaid, a young ſoldier view, 

My fillebeg and dirk and bonnet blue, 

Give the word and I'll march where you com- 
mand, 


Noble ſerjeant, with a ſhilling then ſtrike my 
hand. 
My captain when he takes his glaſs, 
May like to toy with a pretty laſs, 
Foi ſuch a one | have a roguiſh eye, 
He'll ne'er want a girl. when I am by. 


I'm a chicka-biddy, lee, Ke. 


Tho' a barber has never yet mow'd my chin, 
With wy great broad-tyord | long to begin, 


Tho' 
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Cut, flaſh, ram-dam, Oh, glorious fun, | 
For a gun, ptp-pop, change my little pop-gun, 
The foes ſhall fly like oeeſe i in flocks, | 
Fen Turks I'd he. like turkey-cocks, 
Wherever quarter'd I ſhall be; 
Oh, zounds! how I'll kiſs my landlady. 
I'm a chicka-biddy, ſee, E.c. | 


FN A L E. 


Sand. Come, kay Lowland laſs, 
Shet. And Highland 
Lad, trip here in jovial g glee. 
Sand. Gentle winds, from ev'ry iſland, 
Waft hearts merry, blythe and free. 
Shel. At Shelty's houſe, 
| In gay carouſe, 
Your hours employ. 
AT*Gil. Oh, well ſaid, boy ! 
Ser, Lay ſupper down, and broach the booze, 
To wiſh the young folks love and joy. 
Chorus N hiſkey, 
Friſky, 
Prancing, 
Dancing! 
Sorrow ſend to Nick the de'el, 
Care or trouble. who can {cel 
Lilting up the Highland reel ? 


* > 
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Mog. Mind, deareſt lad, I tell you fairly, 
Married, I muſt have my way. 


Char. I'm ſure, dear laſs, you'll govern rarely, 
Love and honour, I'll obey. 


Sand. Nor marriage chain, 
Shel. Nor bit nor rein, 
Mog. The deuce a bit. 


MG, A gameſome tir. | 
Shel. Gadzooks ! poor hen-peck'd Charley ! 


Mei. A wile man I, my child's a wit. 

Chorus. Whiſky, &c. 

Sand, The torch of love, by Cupid lighted, 
Never ſhall extinguiſh'd lie. 

Jen. True vows at Hymen's altar plighted, 
Roſey hours the knot ſhall tie. 


Sand. Earneſt this 
Jen. Of heavenly bliſs. 
Both. My only love. 


MFGil. Well ſaid, by Jove! 

Sand. Sweet bloſſom, ne'er be blighted, 
M*G1il. She'll coo like any turtle dove. 
Chorus. Whiſky, &c. 


Serj, Old Neptune's arms the globe em- 
bracing, 
In his graſp can kingdoms hem; 
Great Jove upon his finger placing 
Albion's iſle, a radiant gem. 
Oh! ever ſhine, 
In rays divine, 
Shed luſtre round, 
And thus enthron'd 
Royal George, with years increaſing, 
With each bleſſing ever crown'd. 
Chorus. Whiſkey, &c. 
Char. 


THE: END. 
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